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Comfort 


Author's Notes: 

This is my first shot at any bandfics, and | want to know how it turned out. Personality flaws? Wrong accents? 
Not enough accents? Incorrect facts? Please tell me anything that you find wrong with this fic, | would 
appreciate it. 


John was finally relaxed on his couch with a bottle of beer and his favorite soap on the television. The last 
thing he wanted to hear was the turning of a key in the front door's lock without Paul's voice following it. 


"Johnny!" Echoing through his house didn't improve his mood either. 
"Johnny!" The voice was choked, like one of the guys had been crying. 


‘I'm watching the telly! What the hell could ya possibly want?" He didn't care if it was Ringo or George; today 
was everybody's day off. Didn't that include him? 


"Johnny?" Ringo stumbled into the living room, wiping tears from his eyes. 


All the sudden, John didn't care about his beer or the soap on the screen, Ringo was crying. Ringo was fucking 
crying. His Ringo. That put it all in perspective for John 


"Rings, sweetie, what's wrong?" He was up in an instant, his arms around the older man. 

Ringo sniffled a few times before he could speak, "George is so mean!" 

"What'd that git do?" He guided Ringo to the worn out couch, sitting down with his precious charge on his lap. 
"H-he laughed at me, he said that | was a-a.. A bad drummer!" 

John was slightly amused; sometimes, the smallest things could set Ringo off. "Why'd he say that?" 


Ringo wrapped his arms around John's shoulders, nuzzling into his neck, "We were at his house, practicing for 


the album recording tomorrow and | kept messing up!" 


Fighting the urge to chuckle at Ringo's childish pouting, John kissed his forehead. "I'm sure Georgie was a little 
drunk, babe. He didn't mean nothin by it. Ya know how he is." 


Ringo whimpered, "You think so?" 

"Yeah. Georgie can't hold his liquor. Yer the best drummer I've ever had." 

"What about Pete? The one that drummed for you before me?" He looked up at John with tears in his eyes. 
"Hush, babe. You know we all love ya and yer drumming." 

Ringo took a silent moment to think "John?" 

"Yeah, babe?" 

"Thank you." He whispered, then, "| hate him." 

John took a moment to make sure he heard right. "I thought you were dating George?" 

"He said he didn't want to date a bad drummer!" 

"Rings, he was definitely drunk There is no way he would say that to you." John hugged Ringo closer. 


"But its truel I've been screwing up a lot lately! Maybe | just lost my talent." It had gotten to the point where 


Ringo couldn't cry any more. 


"| don't want you thinking anything like that, Ringo.’ 


The front door opened and closed once more, and John could hardly hold himself back when he saw George 


standing where Ringo had been earlier. 
The guitarists eyes were bloodshot and he was a bit pale, "Ringo?" 


John scowled at him, making sure to keep his hold on Ringo, "Get out, George. Haven't ya done enough fer one 


day?" 


Ringo turned to look at his boyfriend, sniffling in an attempt to breathe, "I'm sorry, George. | really am," he 
unwrapped himself from John's neck, "Please, take me back, George. Please.." 


The surprise was evident on John's face when he looked up at his lead guitar, watching in disbelief. 


"No!" He couldn't take it anymore, "Don't ya dare come any closer, ya bastard! Ge' out of my house! | don't 
want to see yer sorry ass again until recording! Go!" 


George glared at John, but did as he was told, Paul coming in the door as he left, "What happened? John?" 


Ringo still sat on John's lap, his sad eyes boring into the singer's soul, "Nothing, Paul, Georgie was just bein’ a 


right git" 
Paul walked into the room, a bag of groceries hanging daintily off his arm, "Ringo, are you ok?" 


Ringo looked up at the youngest Beatle, "Yeah, thanks, Paul." His voice cracked and he collapsed back onto John, 
"Why'd you have to be so mean to him, Johnny?" 


"Maybe | was being a little over protective, but we can't have George hurtin’ ya like this! If it comes down to 
it, lll get rid of him long before | would ever consider lettin’ you go." 


"But... l-- | love him! You can't drop him!" Ringo was crying again. 


Paul threw his bag down on the coffee table, snatching Ringo from John, "You!" He jabbed a finger at him, "Go 


put the groceries away." 
John sighed dramatically, took a swig of his beer, and left to do Paul's bidding. 


"You know how John is, Ringo. He could never drop any of us unless he was stoned" Paul gave him a small 
smile, "And George didn't know what he was doing. Just, relax, itll be ok" 


Ringo cuddled into Paul's arms, "But, | love him, Paulie!” 


"| know, babe. | know." 


Let\'s Try Something New 


Author's Notes: 
| don\'t know why | continued it this way. | might have to change the title now. It\'s not really about Ringo and 


George anymore. =\\ 


John was busy bringing Paul down a few notches on his stool when Ringo and George entered the recording 


studio, hand in hand. 
| see that the lovebirds are back together again" Paul almost looked relieved when John turned his attention 
to the others, taking the few moments to make sure he was back on his stool, "m not done with you yet, 


Paulie." 


Ringo blushed and huddled closer to George, "At least we're not seducing each other in the middle of the 
studio!" 


Paul blushed, "It's not my fault! John's being a git!" 


George huffed and ruffled Ringo's hair before going off to his corner to fetch his guitar, "Are we going to do 


some recording, or host a love fest?" 
Ringo shot George a pleading, sorrowful look, "Let's not fight, George-- we did enough of that yesterday." 
‘Sorry, babe." 


John laughed, trying to ease the suffocating tension that hung over them, "We'll have the love fest later; let's 
get this over with." 


Eight whole tracks later, the boys were tired, and John was a bit out of it. 


"See, Ringo, you did perfectly!" crossing the studio, John pressed a kiss to Ringo's cheek, "So don't ya worry 


about it anymore, honey." 


George, still standing at his mic in the corner, watched in silence as John praised Ringo with kisses. After a 


moment, he turned to Paul, "I think John’s got it out for my boyfriend." 


Paul laughed one of his sweet, shy, quiet laughs, "I think we all have it out for each other, we just hide it by 


dating one at a time." 


John seemed to be getting a bit carried away with kissing Ringo, and Paul was fidgeting uncomfortably on his 


stool. "Johnny, everybody here has a boyfriend, and you're not Ringo's. Come here," they settled for sitting on 
the stool with Paul on John's lap. 


George moved to sit behind the drum set with Ringo. "Why are we so separated like this?” 


They shared a contemplative silence before John finally spoke up. "We need to be closer-- as a band, you 


know? | get it. We can't just stick to our boyfriends, we have to know everybody just as well." 


Ringo, his reply a bit muffled from having his face buried in George's neck, laughed nervously, "You make it 
sound like we don't already love each other." 


Paul shrugged. "We do, but maybe we just don't love the others enough, you know?" 


"What are you two pansies expecting, an orgy? Right," George hugged Ringo closer to him, "And steal each 
others' boyfriends?" 


"I think it's a good idea, George. It'd really give us a chance to be a bit closer. We need that-- a lot" Setting 
his puppy eyes on his boyfriend, Ringo wrapped his arms around George's neck. 


Their silence was terse, "Let's give it a whirl, shall we lads?" John slid out from underneath Paul, abducting 


Ringo from George's lap. "Have fun boys!" 
Paul cast a nervous glance at his new "boyfriend" after John had hauled Ringo out of the studio. "What now?" 


George grinned, "Come here, babe." 


